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ashore to shop while Woodrow was busy with mail which had come aboard. Mother and Bertha were in New York, visiting my brother Rolfe and his wife. That evening we all went to the theatre. The audience gave my husband a wildly enthusiastic welcome. He was so pleased, because he felt that it meant that the people approved his handling of the War. That night when we returned to the Mayflower Captain Berry was not there. He had driven to Bernardsville, New Jersey, to see a small daughter, born during our cruise.
After a jolly lunch on board next day with the proud and happy Captain Berry and Colonel and Mrs. House, we took the three o'clock train for Washington. In our absence Hoover, the head usher, had had my room re-painted and done over. With flowers everywhere and a bright fire burning, for the evening was cool, it looked so sweet and homelike. Much piled-up work awaited my husband, but the machinery for administering the multiple concerns of a nation at war was moving more smoothly now. Nine days of rest had done wonders and we both felt so refreshed that work seemed a pleasure.
That was our last cruise with Captain Bob Berry. He got his destroyer, the Manley, destined for immediate North Sea service. When he came one evening at tea-time to say goodbye, I felt that we were losing a member of the family. The entry in my diary for that day closes with a prayer: "May God take care of him and all the thousands of others who are risking their lives for their country!'*
This will be my last quotation from that diary, which I soon became too busy to keep.